
The Tragedie of Hamlet 

And wants not buzzers to infeft Ins me 

With peftilent fpcechcsoflns fathers death, 

Wherein neceflitie of matter beggerd, 

Will nothing ftick our perfon to arra.gne 
In eare and eate : O my deare Gertrard, this 
Like to a Murdring-peece u> manyp^**^ 

Giucs me foperfluous death. A notfe mtbm. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

King. Attend, where are my Swiffcrs.lct them guard the door,. 
What is the matter? 

Meflen. Saue your felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean ouer-peering of his hit, 

Eates not the flats with more impetuous haft 
And as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquitic fo’ got, cuftomc not knowne, 

The ratifiers and props ofeuerywor. 

0 thTs is counter, you falfe Danifla dogs. 

Enter Laertes wth others. 

e^//.No lets come m. 

Laer. I pray you giue me leaue. 

Giue me my father. 

Of my true mother. 

Kmc. What is the caufe L<wr»« 

That thy rebellion lookes fo Giant.hke r $*, 




at 


Princeof Dcnmarke. 

Let him goe Gtrtrard, do not feat* our perfon, 

Thei's fuch ciiuinitie doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepeto what it would, 

Aft’s little of his will, tefftnC Laertes 
Why thou ait thus incenfl, let him go Gtrtrard, 

Speake man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Quee. But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill, 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not be iugled with. 

To hell allegiance,vowes to the blackeft deuil, 

Confcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this point I ftand, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely He be reueng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. Who (hall flay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes lie husband them fo well. 

They fhall goe farre with little. > 

King, Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certain tie 
Of your deare father, i'ft writ in your reuenge, 

Th' tfoop-ftake, you will draw both friend and foe 
W.inner and loofer» v 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus Wide Tie ope my armesj 
And like the kind life-rendering Pelican, 

Repaft them with my blood. 

King. Why now you fpeake 
Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guiltlelfe of your fathers death. 

And am moft fenfible in griefe for it, 

It (hall as leuelHo your iudgement peare 
As day does to your eie. A nojft within. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now what noife is that ? 
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